and sides of solid white stone; but not quite so white and
so solid.* I think, as the stone which I found in the roads
at Hawkley. The churchyard of Selborne is most beauti-
fully situated. The land is good, all about it. The trees are
luxuriant and prone to be lofty and large. I measured the
yew-tree in the churchyard, and found the trunk to be,
according to my measurement, twenty-three feet, eight
inches, in circumference.
c o B B E T T (from Rural Rides)
Between the upright shafts of those tall elms
We may discern the thresher at his task.
Thump after thump, resounds the constant flail,
That seems to swing uncertain, and yet falls
Full on the destiri'd ear. Wide flies the chaff;
The rustling straw sends up a frequent mist
Of atoms, sparkling in the noon-day beam.
COWPER (from The Task]
The day's grown old, the fainting sun
Has but a little way to run,
And yet his steeds, with all his skill,
Scarce lug the chariot down the hill.
With labour spent, and thirst opprest,
Whilst they strain hard to gain the West,
From fetlocks hot drops melted light,
Which turn to meteors in the night.
The shadows now so long do grow,
That brambles like tall cedars show,
Mole-hills seem mountains, and the ant
Appears a monstrous elephant.
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